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The ceremony opened with prayer and the responses
were sung by a choir.

I stood away from the people close to the railing
that separated me from the ship and looked down
upon the dockyard below, which was packed with
thousands of enthusiastic people, " Eternal Father
strong to save " was sung with vigour and supplication;
every docker, bluejacket, marine, parson, and Admiral
singing with all their hearts against the clean sea wind.

After the blessing had been said, the constructor came
bustling up to me, and pointing to four little ropes said :

" Come on ! Be quick ! Don't you see she's straining?
Look at the dial! " He pushed a hammer and chisel into
my hands.

Oblivious of his meaning and completely flustered
I snatched the hammer begging him to let me hold the
chisel by myself, but he insisted upon helping me, at
which I missed the mark and brought the hammer down
upon my own wrist and the constructor's: he instantly
let go, and, recovering myself, I raised my hand above
my head and said in a slow, loud voice:

"I name you Collingwood. God bless you, and all
who sail in you," and with a violent blow severed the
four ropes that released the galleys and the ship slid
splashlessly into the sea.

Every head was strained, and every arm raised to bless
her as she struck the water, and we ended the ceremony
by singing " Rule Britannia! " with moist eyes to the
massed bands.

While the company buzzed about, I watched the
bluejackets below me stuffing small bits of rope into their
pockets for luck. A slip of paper was sent up to the
Admiral from the yard saying that all the people had heard
me, and at the evening party Devonport men told me they
had never before heard the name of a battleship at a
launch. I said I should indeed have felt inadequate had
I muttered as if I had been in front of a mouse-trap.